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Love Sonnets of a Cave 
Man 


I 


REINCARNATED! 


Lovers were we a million years agone; 
A dozen moons have fallen from the sky, 
A thousand empires laid them down to die, 
And still our amorous idy] carries on! 
When first we met, the roaring Mastodon 
Peered in our Cave and watched me black 
your eye; 
To-day the roaring L-train rushes by 
Your flat—and I shall black your eye 
anon! 
Reincarnation once again, my Sweet, 
Brings us together o’er the waste of years! 
And once again I catch you by the ears, 
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My Love, and slam your head against the 
door 

To show you that I love you as of yore— 

A love like ours can never grow effete! 
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Il 


THE PRIMITIVE’S THE MODE! 


Do you remember, Sweet, the day I slew 

The mad Dilemma, tore him limb from 
limb 

And made two bleeding Unicorns of him, 

Casting them, tribute, at the feet of you? 

The bayou where the Pterodactyl flew 

And wallowing Mammoths came to brawl 
and swim 

I trod into a marsh of slaughter grim— 

Do you remember all the Bulls I threw? 

Sweet, Cave Men are the fashion now 
once more; 

They rage among the fiction magazines, 

From reel to reel they ramp through seas 
of gore 

Where quivering crowds gape at the 
movie screens— 

The Primitive’s the mode! Shall we not 
roar 

Our Pleistocene affections as of yore? 
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Ill 


WHEN LOVE WAS BORN 


A Brontosaurus heaved his sluggard 
girth 

Above the ridges of the yesty Sea 

And leered into our Cavern ribaldly, 

Grinning five fathoms broad his loutish 
mirth, 

On that red morning when our Love had 
birth— 

Since first I flung that jagged club at thee, 

And dragged thee, spitting Wild Cat, 
home with me, 

How many loving brawls have scarred 
this Earth! 

Cave Man reborn, once more I slam thy 
Slats, 

Once more my hirsute forearm feels thy 
Teeth! 

As in the days when from the tidal flats 
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The snorting Dragons soared to eat the 
Sun, 

And the shag headlands shook and shrank 
beneath 

Tread of the thunder-footed Mastodon. 
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IV 


AN ANCIENT LAY 


Gaze on this speckled Egg the Dodo laid 

Back yonder in her proud and cackling 
prime: 

It has turned flint to blunt the teeth of 
time, 

A Total Loss unto the Poultry Trade! 

When thick Behemoths grumbled in the 


shade, 

When coiled Leviathans drowsed in the 
slime 

And yawned and meditated Food and 
Crime, 


Oh, what an Omelet had that Egg made! 

But might the stone grow sappy, from this 
shell 

A Beakéd Monster peck his way to life, 

How reminiscent were the miracle 

To us! *I'was Dodo Squabs we had to eat 

That day I beaned and won you for my 
wife, 

A million years come Martinmas, my 
Sweet! 


“That day I beaned and won you for my wife? 


vi 
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V 
IN-LAWS 


Your Folks I utterly abominate! 

High up above the sounding city’s roar 

Perches our Flat, as our Cave perched of 
yore, 

And coming home last Monday, peeved 
and late, 

I found that snooping Dad of yours I hate 

Sprawled by the fire. I slammed him to the 
floor 

And then I tossed him ninety feet or more 

Down to the stones upon his wrinkled pate; 

And then I beat you up, my Honey Bird. 

I told you once a million years ago 

I did not wed your Whole Damned Fam- 
ily— 

Cripes, Woman, but your intellect moves 
slow! 

In laws should not be either seen or heard, 

Nor Outlaws, as your Brothers seem to be. 
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VE 


WHEN EARTH WAS YouNG! 


Wuen Earth was young! What sights 
when Earth was young! 

What sights, what sounds, what Aiea of 
monstrous wing! 

What lyric tigers from the dusk gave 
tongue! 

What quaint beasts couch’d to hear what 
Orpheus sing! 

‘What squirming dragons, catched and 
mocked and drawn 

By pranky sirens through the finny sea! 

What galloping centaurs up the slopes of 
dawn 

Sped with a thunder burst of hooféd glee! 

What chuckling Humour sculped the flesh 
of Earth 

In clownish shapes and whims and grins of 
art! 
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What sudden beauty flashing through the 
mirth, 

What sudden terror leaping at the heart! 

When Earth was young, what frolic rev- 
elry, 

What jests grotesque, what plastic fan- 
tasy! 
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VII 
THE CALORIC PREHISTORIC 


Tuis Earth is cooler, men of science tell, 

Than this Earth was a million years ago; 

And men of science Know their Leeks, I 
trow— 

Our Prehistoric Loves were hot as hell! 

Ah, when we kissed, leaves withered up and 
fell! 

Our sighs would melt the circumjacent 
snow 

Where whimpering Dinosaurs limped to 
and fro 

On parboiled feet and paused to roll and 
yell. 

But give us scope! We’ll paint this pallid 
age 

The picture of a passion to admire! 

We'll make the Social Teapot hiss and 
hum! 

At least, some days I feel like that, all 
fire ; 

On others, something I abate my rage— 

Alas! I am not always Radium! 
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VIil 


BEAUTY AND BULLY EVERMORE 


Wuat eggs of dream were addled in the 

slime, 

What spawn of thought crushed in its 
matrix mud, 

What moastrous blooms nipped’ in the 
juicy bud, 

What tides of Life have lashed the coasts 
of Time 

Since the young planet’s flusht and care- 
less prime! 

What ebb and flow of spirit and of blood 

Since first our love rose to its tidal flood 

And the startled hills first heard my roar- 
ing rhyme! 

I bellow forth my roaring rhymes again 

This day above the clamour of the street 

As in the days when men were scarcely 
men, 

Singing the miracle that we should meet 

And clash in love and battle, now as then, 

Beauty and Bully evermore, my Sweet! 
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IX 


TIDES AND TIMES 


Ou, wHart are tides and times to such as 
we! 

Though faithless suns and faltering plan- 
ets swoon 

Into oblivion, many a swimming moon 

Sink like a foundered galleon at sea, 

Oh, what are times and tides to you and 
me? 

Since first we were, a thousand avatars 

Have cried new godheads to a thousand 
stars, 

Ten million fools denied Eternity ! 

Resurgent worlds roll on from dream to 
dream 

Nor any love nor god has ever died, 

Nor one strong prophet of the things-that- 
are; 

False prophets only of the things-that- 
seem, 

Too weak to raise from death a dying star! 

Are dust amid the dust they prophesied. 
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xX 


A MILDER MOOD 


My Love, I am not always violent! 

Sometimes, when gorged with meat, musing 
I lie 

And watch the cloud-beasts crawl along 
the sky 

And ramp as if to claw the firmament. ... 

Sometimes I am a most Poetic Gent! 

I tire of murder, even fetch a sigh 

To think how oft I’ve punched you in the 
eye 

And gnarléd bludgeons o’er your bean have 
bent. 

Do you recall how in my milder mood 

I tore a Sword-Toothed Tiger quite in two 

And made from ringing gut and sounding 
wood 

A joyous lyre to chant the praise of you? 

Sometimes, my Sweet, when I’m replete 
with food, 

I only wish to sing and purr and coo! 
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XI 


AN ANCIENT SOUVENIR 


I torrerep through a museum and there 

I saw, new-hinged with wire, tricked out 
for show, 

The Skull I had a million years ago; 

The lipless thing grinned with a knowing 
air, 

The eyeless sockets gave me stare for stare, 

And oh, my Sweet! the crown still holds 
the dent 

You made that memorable morn you bent 

The grid on it and left it grilled and bare. 

How fashions change in skulls! We wore 
them thick 

And sloping quickly backward from the 
eyes 

When I was in my primal lustihood ; 

And did a lover bounce a playful brick 

Upon his lover’s sconce it was but food 

For happy laughter, then. Ah me! Time 
flies! 
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XII 
PRIMITIVE ART 


I mavE a brush from eyebrows that I 
sheared 

From fallen foes, and from their oily bones 

And fat, from ruddy clay and powdered 
stones, 

Pigments I made, and smoothed our walls 
and smeared 

Our story there. And when a Critic sneered, 

Greeting my Art with captious airs and 
groans, 

His blood I added to my gorgeous tones— 

And on the line I hung him by his beard! 

That was ten hundred thousand years ago, 

My Paleolithic Peach, when we were first 

On earth. Our ancient Cave was opened up 

This year and those same paintings formed 
a Show. 

Modern they are once more! No Critic 
Pup 

Durst snarl at them! Indeed, no Critic 

durst! 
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XIIT 


THE FIRST FEMINIST 


Wuen first I chased and beat you to your 
knees 

And wried your arm and marked your 
temple bone 

And wooed you, Sweet, and won you for 
my own, 

Those were not hairless-chested times like 
these! 

Wing’d saurians slithered down the char- 
nel seas 

And giant insects glistened, basked, and 
shone, 

And snag-toothed ape-men fought with 
knives of stone— 

And wise she-spouses mostly aimed to 
please! 

But were not you the Primal Feminist 

Ten hundred thousand years ago, my Love, 

When we were first incarnate? I will say 
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Women Expressed themselves e’en then, 
Sweet Dove! 

I do recall as if ’twere yesterday 

That time your teeth met through my dex- 
ter wrist. 
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XIV 


WHEN ONE LOVES TENSELY 


WueEn one loves tensely words are naught, 
my Dear! 

You never felt I loved you till that day 

I sighed and heaved a chunk of rock your 
way ; 

Nor I, until you clutched your father’s 
spear 

And coyly clipped the lobe from off my 
ear, 

Guessed the sweet thought you were too 
shy to say— 

Ali mute we listened to the larks of May, 

Silent, we harked the laughter of the year. 

Later, my Dear, I’ll say you spoke enough! 

Do you remember how I took you, Sweet, 

And banged your head against the frozen 
rill 

Until I broke the ice, and by your feet 

Held you submerged until your tongue was 
still? 

When one loves tensely one is sometimes 
rough. 
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XV 
RECONCILIATION 


Ir was but yesternight that I came home 

And found your fair face streaked with 
sliding tears ; 

And when I asked you why, upon my dome 

You gouged a furrow with the garden 
shears. 

“What is the sad occasion of your grief, 

My Love?” I murmured, “Speak to me, oh, 
speak!” 

And you sobbed through your wetted hand- 
kerchief : 

“You have not beaten me for nigh a week! 

Oh, you are faithless! All your love is dead! 

Oh, you are faithless, faithless, cold of 
heart!” 

Then with a roar I grabbed you by the 
head, 

And wried your neck, and burst your ribs 
apart— 

And you were glad again and flushed with 
pride, 

Sweet Wild Cat, as when first I called you 
Bride! 
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XVI 


FAITHLESS? 


You called me faithless! Faithless! Oh, 
absurd! 

Because I merely gave that Buxom Dame 

The brief Once Over! Faithless? Fie, for 
shame! 

Look to the deed, my Love, and not the 
word, 

Not to the wandering glance. my Honey 
Bird! 

Vhen has my tough fist ever missed its 
aim? 

Are you not bruis’d, my Love? Are you 
not lame? 

When you need beating, have I once de- 
murred? 

Ah, you may call me faithless when you 
see 

My love mark wrote upon some other 


Frail! 
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I never struck a woman, Sweet, for sport! 

Faithful I am, I ever was, to thee— 

Faithless? Why, only last month, wan and 
pale, 

Three times you haled me, Sweetheart, into 
court! 
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XVII 
FOREVER TRUE! 


How true I am, my Love, how true to thee! 
Come Martinmas ’twill be a million years 
Since first I caught thee by thy rosy ears 
And banged thy loving face against a tree, 
Bidding thee ever smile in greeting me; 
And then, for I was saddened by thy tears, 
Cuffed thee dry-eyed, my dearest of all 
Dears, 
Twisted thy arm and spake forgivingly. 
How true to thee I am! I slammed thy dome 
Against the bloody wall but yestermorn— 
And then forgave thee in my tender way. 
Smile at me, Woman, smile! When I come 
home 
After a hard night spent in drink and play, 
I cannot bear sad eyes and looks forlorn! 
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XVIII 


WHY WRITE VERSE? 


I coms the Cosmos for wild metaphor, 
Singing the Blinding Pulchritude of thee, 
I bump the Welkin with Hyperbole, 
Bash Pegasus until his Slats are sore— 
Uncage a raging Love and let him roar 
His aching larynx hoarse with Poetry! 
And what do Art and Ardour get for me? 
Flattered, yet bored, you smile and ask for 
more. 
Sometimes I think I’m nothing but a Dub, 
The way I sweat my Intellect for you— 
You like it better when I use a Club 
And woo you in the old primeval way! 
Was Argive Helen but a Dumb-Belle 
too, 
Whom Homer would have wearied? Well- 
aday! 
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XIX 


MIDNIGHT OUTSIDE THE CAVE 


A hundred constellations gleam and pass 

In the small compass of this midnight pool ; 

The dropped seeds shaken from the bend- 
ing grass 

Swim with the planets, rapid suns grow 
cool 

Beside the budded marigolds, and all 

The fire of crimson Mars is quenched 
among 

The drowning lilies that your hair let fall 

One moment since when our lips met and 
clung; 

Wild roses whisper to the moon and teach 

A secret of these sunken skies to me: 

How far one murmured word of love may 
reach 

Across the caverns of infinity ! 

Surely they pass, your beauty and my 
rhyme, . 

But this hour triumphs over space and 
time. 
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p.O8 


MORNING 


WueEn the dim starlight faltered in the 
skies, 

Dying between its foes of Day and Night, 

I heard you calling on your god to rise; 

And I beheld you, Priestess of the Light, 

High on the promontory’s windy crest, 

Carven of rapture, stark in ecstasy, 

Flinging the Dawn that trembled in your 
breast 

To wed the Dawn that wavered on the sea. 

Wide-armed you sang—and sang! You 
sang until 

The swift reverberant onset of the Sun 

Clanged like a brazen army up the hill— 

And song and dayspring, woman and god, 
were one! 

The flame and music of your morning faith 

Had raised the shadowed deity from death. 
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XXI 


THE LADY PROTESTS 


She 


I think I like your serious verse the best. 


He 


A woman would. The women always do. 
Yet there’s a truth within the other, too. 


She 


We tire of that reiterated Jest 
Of dominance you utter with such zest, 
As if it were perennially new! 


He 


The jest’s a compliment I paid to you, 
Granting you more humour than the rest. 


She 


Id smile at all your braggadocio rhymes, 
Your loud hyperbole and bully air, 
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Did I not somehow seem to catch at times 
The feeling that you mean it, lurking 
there. 
He 


Pardon the jest. I cannot write without. 


She 
No woman really likes Love joked about! 
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XXIT 


THE LADY WILL BE SERIOUS 


She 

Fapes the bright rose, youth fades, and all 
things fair ; 

“Let there be Life,” Love’s dawning rap- 
ture saith, 

And Time makes answer, saying, “Let 
there be Death!” 

One day, despite the faith you sing and 
swear, 

I'll turn to you and find a stranger there. 

“Let there be Light,” comes with the 
Morning’s breath. 

“Let there be Darkness, now,” Night 
answereth. 

Fade the young loves, and all things rich 
and rare. 


He 
Indeed they pass, your beauty and my 
rhyme: 
A few more heartbeats, Love, and we shall 


be 
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Still as the heart of Queen Semiramis: 

No more [ll babble of Eternity, 

Who stand upon this little ledge of Time, 

But rape the flashing moments of their 
bliss! 
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XXII 


SHE SPEAKS OF LOVE 


I civE at will! From my love ask no dole 

Of daily pledges nor fixt constancy ; 

Hast thou the wit to leave one woman 
whole, 

Nor vex with vows, nor seek to read the 
scroll 

That holds the secret of her mystery, 

A hundred lovers I shall be to thee 

In swift renewals of virginity 

Out of the dayspring of my morning soul! 

Two souls grow one, the olden singers 
said: 

But grant me, in the garden of my heart, 

A shaded path where I may walk apart, 

Secure from even Love’s encroaching 
tread ; 

And there, with leafy branches laced above, 

Vl hide from Love to brood—on what but 
Love? 
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XXIV 


AND SPEAKS SERIOUSLY 


SHATTER the oak, the dryads through the 
giade 

As fleet as startled secrets flash and gleam, 

Eluding capture; trouble the naiads’ 
stream, 

The nymphs will vanish, vanish and evade: 

Likewise, when Love has seized upon a 
maid 

To sway her blood to Life’s ambiguous 
scheme, 

There still escape a spirit and a dream, 

Winged and wild till by herself betrayed. 

Within the ravaged province of my heart 

One fortress still defies Love’s trampling 
war, 

His insolent trumpets and his swift assault. 

But should a mood Tarpeian steal apart 

And the proud virgin citadel unbar, 

Surely that fault were a most tender fault! 
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XXV 


AND SPEAKS IN FEAR 


Wuen darkness was three hours beyond 
its noon, 

Seeing that you lay bound in sleep’s duress, 
I rose and wandered with a grieving Moon 
The Night’s illimitable loneliness, 

And felt the ache of that remote distress 
Mix with mine own as sorrow weds a tune; 
—Far off the Dawn approached, the pit- 


iless 

Remembering Dawn that ever comes too 
soon. 

May Love forgive, may Love keep faith 
with me, 


Who was so false to many a love ere this! 

When the dim daybreak glimmers on vour 
face 

I shall be sharply stricken of memory: 

For risen ghosts will claim me in your 
place, 

And dead mouths smile and slay me with 
a kiss. 


OTHER VERSES 


LINES TO A REVERED ANCESTOR 


PITHECANTHROPUS Erectus!— 
Paleolithic Dad!— 

Are we Good, as you would expect us 
To be, or lamentably Bad? 


Epochs have passed by the dozens, 
Eras have passed by the score, 
Since you and your Simian cousins 


Wallowed in Mud and Gore ;— 


We’ve had Reformers, and Parrots, 

And Prophets we burned at their stakes, 
And Poets that perished in garrets, 

And Adams and Edens and Snakes ;— 


We have been Cussed and Uplifted, 
We have been told All was Well, 
Jeremiahs have winnowed and sifted, 
And Presbyters packed us to Hell :— 
my) 
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We have been Cleansed and Polluted, 
Flattered, exhorted, and slain, 

With vehemence we have been Booted 
Till the Pelvis bit into the Brain ;— 


Boldly we dickered with Science 
And subtly we trafficked with Art, 

And our Sages in Nature’s defiance 
Have made the Horse follow the Cart ;— 


And surely our Masters and Magis, 
Our Surgeons of Spirit and Gut, 
Have improved us, down through the ages, 
Till we’re better than you were, Old 
Nut? 


Pithecanthropus Erectus, 

Look down through a million years— 
Do you own as kin or reject us? 

Do we stir you to laughter or tears? 


Eras have passed by the dozen 

And epochs have passed by the score— 
Behold us, O Simian Cousin, 

In the same old Mud and Gore! 


Lines to a Revered Ancestor 


Erectus Pithecanthropus, 
Revered Primeval Dad! 

What you wrote in the Human Opus 
Is still there, good and bad. 
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YES, SPRING IS HERE 


I 


THERE comes to the lissome Octopus in the 
dim depths where he swims, 
Deep, deep, in his ocean grotto, 
A tide of spring renascent that strokes his 
slithery limbs ; 
And he’s never sung before, but now he 
feels that he’s gotto, 
And he sprays his vaulted cavern with a 
gargle of guttural hymns. 
The sassafras buds unfold, 
The Pussy Willows purr, 
And the Little Neck Clam cares not a damn 
What the Oyster hints to her— 
The sassafras buds unfold 
And the tender Mushroom leaps through 
the crust of the loving mould; 
For the Cosmic Urge 
Is on a splurge— 
He and the Vernal Equinox are clinched 
in a strangle hold! 
40 
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II 


The Turtle teriddles, the Turtle teroddles, 
the Turtle sings teroll! 
The pulse of a golden madness throbs in 
the Bill-frog’s brain, 
And he turns him away from his loving 
Jane, 
From his Jane-frog he turns and their 
little Tadpole, 
To bellow his wanton love in the ear of a 
Vampire Moon. 
The Turtle teroddles, the Turtle teriddles, 
the Turtle sings teroon! 
And the omnibus top and the midnight 
Cop 
Are aware of a seasonal Coo! 
Are aware of a seasonal Croon! 
The Turtle teriddles, the Turtle teroddles, 
the Turtle sings teroo! 
And the Cosmic Urge is clinched this time 
in the clutch of the Vampire Moon! 
Has it ever occurred to you, Old 
Top? 
Has it ever occurred to you? 


HEED THE WORDS OF SOLOMON! 


How often, Giles, when you are gypped, 
You have yourself to blame! 

O heed the words of Solomon, 

Of Solomon! Of Solomon! 

O heed the words of Solomon 
And shun the Stranger’s game! 


Vice parts the Yokel from his Coin, 
The Wastrel from his Soul— 

When Reuben went to Babylon, 

To Babylon, to Babylon, 

When Reuben went to Babylon 
They always Nicked his Roll! 


If you will play with Loaded Dice, 
Why think your Downfall odd? 
Ezekiel in Nineveh, 
In Nineveh, in Nineveh, 
Ezekiel in Nineveh 
Always dropped his Wad! 
42 


“O Giles you’re safer on the farm” 


43 


Heed the Words of Solomon! 45 


Be sure the Winsome Frails you meet 
Are Good as they are Fair— 

O Samson, did Delilah, O! 

*Lilah, O, Delilah! 

O Samson, did Delilah 
Cut off your pretty hair? 


One Boob may die, but deathless is 
The Royal Race of Hicks! 

When Ahab went to Ascalon, 

To Ascalon, to Ascalon, 

When Ahab went to Ascalon 
They sold him Gilded Bricks! 


O Giles, you’re safer On the Farm 
Than seeking Sin and Strife! 

Then heed the words of Solomon! 

Of Solomon! Of Solomon! 

Then heed the words of Solomon, 
And lead the Quiet Life! 


INTERVIEW IN RHYME 


J. Cxsar’s head is getting balder minute 
after minute, 

Tis long and oval and it looks as if two 
yolks were in it; 

The man is rather thin and pale and seems 
somewhat dyspeptic— 

(And then, you know, they’re whispering 
now that he is epileptic). 


“Cesar,” I said to him as I pulled out a 
pad of paper, 

**You’ve seen, no doubt, what Cassius says 
about your latest caper?” 

C. Julius smiled and coughed into his 
purple-hemmed bandanna, 

He gave your representative a very fine 
Havana, 
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He clicked his sandals on the tiles, he 
trifled with his vesture— 

We interviewers never miss the smallest 
little gesture! 

In building up the characters, of statesmen 
or of wretches, 

It is these telling little strokes that vitalize 
our sketches ;— 


“Just try this cordial,’ Cesar said, “it’s 
made from Tuscan peaches. . . .” 

“You have not seen what Cassius says?”— 
“T never read his speeches.” 

—‘The Morning Censor says he said 
youw’re said to be ambitious.” 


C. Julius smiled the Cesar Smile—his 
manner was delicious !— 

Of all the men I’ve interviewed, from 
criminals to sages, 

I’ve never seen another smile so witty and 
contagious ; 

A far-off look was in his eye, his foot was 
on a pillah, 
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And he looked out the window of his costly 
stuccoed villa, 

As if he sought among the hills for similes 
and phrases 

Wherewith to cloak his naked thought: 
Let Cassius go to blazes! 

And though he did not cease to smile, and 
though he still seemed placid, 

The smile assumed its second phase and 
tinged itself with acid. 
“Let old Crook Cassius watch his step!” 
—He hissed when he said Cassius, 
Then suddenly upon his desk, with five 
tremendous crashes, 

He volleyed with the Julian fists, his smile 
completely vanished— 

“Let old Crook Cassius watch his step! ’'m 
gonna have him banished !”— 

The butler rushed into the room, alert, 
and keen to buttle; 

But Cesar waved the slave aside; once more 
his look grew subtle ;— 

(I’ve interviewed a thousand men, of all 
sorts and conditions, 

And never saw before such quick emotional 
transitions : 
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The thought came to me forcibly, and 
naught has yet removed it: 

“This man is all sincerity !” I told him. He 
approved it.) 


He peeled a peach, then licked his hands 
and laved ’em in an ewer 

And bent a kindlier regard upon his inter- 
viewer : 

“T used to like this Cassius gink who says 
I am ambitious, 

Or otherwise I’d feed him to the speckled 
Tiber fishes ; 

But I’m too easy with old friends; the 
fault is temper’mental ; 

I ought to cleave his chine for that! I 
know I am too gentle. 

*T'was only yesterday the plebes, for such 
their pretty way is, 

Got peeved and passed the word around to 
call me ‘Easy Caius’! 

I ought to have his blood for this! My 
heart’s too big! No matter! 

But Sylla would have had his head upon a 
silver platter! 
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Just state, young man, when you go in and 
write your little story, 

That Cesar’s thoughts are bent on kind- 
ness, not on gore and glory— 

Just state that Cexsar’s only aim’s to give 
this Roman nation 

A wise and merciful and just and mild 
administration.” 


The Cesar smile returned again. One 
can’t escape the notion, 

That Caius Julius Cesayr’s full of generous 
emotion. 

He plucks his stylus out and taps on cuspid 
or incisor 

In such a way one understands man 
couldn’t weli be wiser ; 

He is an unassuming man—so many im- 
perators 

Whom I have interviewed have been mere 
bounders, cads, and rotters. 


His home Life is ideal, too. He seldom 
picks his spouses 

Too casually ; he cans ’em if the ladies turn 
to souses. 


“And of your interviews not right, remember, I’ll deny itl’ 
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He has a playful way at home—I heard 
him josh the Missus: 

“Cesar’s wife,’ he said, and winked, 
“should not be too suspicious!” 

I’ve interviewed a thousand men, from 
champs to selling-platers, 

I’ve been consulted right and left, by kings 
and gladiators,— 

Your Ciceros will call me in, your Antonys 
and Catos, 

To get advice on everything from poems 
to potatces,— 

And never have I seen a man, in all my 
observation, 

Whose two-yolked head appeared to have 
such thoughts in incubation. 

Before I left J. Cesar said: “Don’t fake 
me, lad! Don’t try it! 

And if your interview’s not right, remem- 
ber, T’ll deny it!” 


A CHANT OF THE RUM BANKS 


I 


Tue rum banks! the rum banks! 
they are four leagues out, 
And there the wicked schooner 
is waiting for her launch; 
Prohibition cruisers 
skitter round about 
Like terriers a-ratting, 
a-quiver in the haunch. 


II 


The rum banks! the rum banks! 
when the day’s light fails 
You hear the spirits calling 
of the old buccaneers; 
Through the ragged vapours 
break Kidd’s topsails, 
And Morgan comes a-swagger 
with his rings in his ears. 
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Tit 


Their bodies they are bleachéd, 
they are all white salt; 
The thirst is in the ghosts 
that once was in their bones. 
For rum! they cry, or clamour 
for the good rich malt— 
“Give us rum! rum! rum! 
for the love of Davy Jones!” 


IV 


“Oh, some of us were gentles 
that have shipped with Drake, 
And some spat their cotton 
in the hangman’s eye, 
And some of us were sailors 
for the sea’s wild sake— 
But all of us were damned, 
and all of us are dry! 


v 


“The some of us have capered 
where the witch-fire rides, 

And some of us have voyaged 
peevish and accurst, 
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And some were lying silent 
through the long, long tides— 
But all of us were always 
a-burning up with thirst! 


VI 


“Some of us adventured 
to bring dreams to mart, 
And some upon a yardarm 
jerked against the sky, 
And some were simple lovers 
of the sea’s deep heart— 
But all of us were always 
abominably dry!” 


VII 


Then stave in the hogsheads! 
let the red rum roll! 
They’ll wallow in the scuppers 
while the swilled decks float! 
Comes again his heyday 
to a poor lost soul, 
And he is happy, dreaming 
he is cutting of a throat! 


“And there the tricky skipper . . 
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Vill 


The rum banks! the rum banks! 
they are twelve knots out, 
And there the tricky skipper, 
when the half lights come, 
Is spoken by the phantoms 
that veer and come about, 
And the brimstone pirates, 
they rake him for his rum! 
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DAVID AND BATHSHEBA 
As interpreted by the Old Soak 


Kine Davin was a-setting there on the 
Walls of Jerryko 

When he seen a gal in a bathing suit upon 
the beach below; 

The bathing suits of the Erly Days was 
them that Natcher made 

With nothing addishinal added on to fur- 
nish warmth and shade. 

“Where have I saw that face afore?” in- 
quired his royal grace. 

Says the lord high Execushioner: “I hadn’t 
noticed her face!” 

“You go and find her Husband’s name 
and other similar facks,” 

Says the king to the Execushioner, “and 
measure his neck for an ax ;— 

For the turtle doves is singing sweet; as 
a matter of fact, it’s Spring, 

And just for the sake of argyment I'll 
show him who is king? 
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“How does Yure Majjisty know she is 
married?” the lord high axman said. 

“Most ladies as lovely as that,” says the 
king, “is always somewhat wed. 

You go and put up a job on her Spouse, 
something effishent and slick, 

For I am a-goanto marry that dame, I’m 
a-goanto marry her quick,— 

The cuckoo birds is a-singing loud, and the 
signs all point to Spring, 

And just for the sake of argyment, Ill 
show ’em who is king’ 


And the king sings out to the little dame: 
“Come hither, my pretty lass! 

As a most experrienced Peetryarch, I'll 
say you got the class! 

To-night, at a quarter to twelve, my dear, 
your husband gets the knife; 

To-morrow, eleven o’clock A. M., we hitch 
as Man and Wife.” 

—‘Yure Majjisty, what will the Naybors 
say if we pull that stuff so soon?” 
“Qh, tell the naybors it is May, and soon 

it will be June, 


62 Other Verses 


And the Bumbling Bees is bumbling by— 
oh, what the hell, it’s Spring! 

And just for the sake of argyment, Ill 
show ’em who is king.” 


At midnight he made her a widow sad, at 
noon a happy bride— 

Oh, he was a bullnecked Peetryarch plumb 
full of pep and pride! 

Whatever his feelings said to do he went 
and done it straight, 

For what is the use of being a king if you 
gotto wait and wait? - 


King David uset to plunk the harp and 
warble all day long, 

Whenever he felt religious-like he took 
it out in song; 

He was great on Samms and Repentence 
when he knowed he had done wrong— 

He always felt he would be forgive if the 
Samms was suffishent strong. 

“J do what I dam’ well pleese,” he says, 
“especial in the Spring; 
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Just for the sake of argyment, I show 
em who is king. 

And later, if I should get remorse, I sings 
and sings and sings— 

And I’ve pulled darned little that wasn’t 
forgave when I tickled the greevious 
strings!” 


One day an Erly Proffit come with sand 
burrs in his beard— 

“If I had done what you have done, by 
Heck, I would be skeered! 

Here you sets on your golden throne as 
hawty as you-be-dam, 

With a golden crown and a golden harp, 
singing a golden Samm, 

But under your garb and garbageness you 
are only a royyal sham, 

For you stooped down out of your gor- 
geousness to steal an E-Wee Lamb!” 


“Ts it one of them times,” says the royyal 
king, “when I gotto go and repent? 

Is it one of them times when I orter feel 
remorse for the road I went? 
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Because if it is, they’s a brand new tune a- 
running through my head, 

And brand new verses is rising up that has 
never been Sammed nor said; 

If it’s one of them times when a Peetryarch 
turns greevyous and repents 

I got the notions in my bean for some 
wonderful elloquence! 

If I gotto go down on my marrow bones 
and wallow in woe awhile 

I got all the ellyments rounded up to do 
the things in style, 

I will admit it’s a helluva thing for a 
king to steal and thieve, 

But just for the sake of argyment, I’ll 
show ’em who can grieve!” 


You can’t get the best of a bird like that 
who does what he wants to do 

And then kneals down with a Broken 
Heart and remorses the whole thing 
through; 

You gotto admire a Peetryarch who does 
what he dam well pleese 

With a trusting faith he will be forgave 
as soon as he hits his knees! 
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The Samms that he wrote when his Con- 
shince hurt was the best of all his 
Samms, 

And he knowed they was, and he uset to 
say, when the Proffits talked of 
shams: 

“Proffits and loss is the word to-day; to- 
morrow, it’s E-Wee Lambs!” 

And down from the sky a cherrib comes to 
hear him twang the strings, 

And “Crikey,” he says, “when he’s all 
greeved up how well King David 
sings! 

Some way orter be figgered out, twixt woe 
and E-Wee Lambs, 

To keep this royyal bird engaged on noth- 
ing else but Samms!” 


The Morel is to do what you please and 
then you done your part ;— 

The king was a feller, the record says, 
after the Lord’s own heart. 

“The bleat of the E-Wee Lamb,” he says, 
“points to the fact it’s Spring— 
And just for the sake of argyment, Ill 

show ’em who is king! 
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And then (he says )if my Conshince hurts, 
later, to get releef, 

Just for the sake of argyment, I’ll give 
’em points on grief!” 


SAMSON 
As narrated by the Old Soak 


Samson was a Beegat bold and he dwelled 
in Canaan’s Land, 

An’ he made his brags he never toiled not 
a single turn of the hand. 

“Liquor and wimmen for me,” he says, 
“and now and then a row— 

I promised my mother I’d never work, and 
I keep that sacred vow.” 


Wimmen and fightin’ is lovely things, and 
likewise so is booze, 

But you orter choose two out of the three, 
and stick to the two you choose! 

For it stands to reason as no man born, 
not even Samson’s self, 

Can handle all three at the self-same time 
and not be laid on the shelf. 


This Samson’s strength laid in his hair; 
from the time he was a child 
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He took the most pertikiler care to keep it 
properly iled. 

He greased his hair with oxen grease and 
with gorilla fat, 

The tiger cats that he rended in two he 
biled down in a vat, 

He greased his hair with rhino grease, he 
greased his hair with bear ile, 

The lions that he fit and slewed, he made 
?em into hair ile, 

And when he got all heated up, and the 
sweat came steamin’ out, 

The ile soaked in his open pores and made 
him fierce and stout; 

He greased his hair with salve made out of 
hippopottomusses, 

He soopled all his leaders up with bow- 
constrictor cusses,— 

With pressperashin oozin’ out and the 
varmints oozin’ in 

He got so stout if he crashed a man the 
bones jumped through the skin! 

And to and fro round Canaan’s Land he 
went a-pickin’ fights,— 

And the Philipsteens was so skeered of him 
they took their towns in nights! 
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“Tt’s liquor an’ fightin’ for me,” he says, 
“and mebby a gal or two— 

I promised my mother I’d never work, and 
Ill be damned if I do!” 

He wandered into Gaza town for to view 
the County Fair, 

And bust a few of the strikin’ machines 
the Philipsteens had there, 

And a red-lipped jade in a dancin’ tent 
with the devil in her eye, 

Flung the come-hither into his heart as he 
went prancin’ by— 

‘And it’s you for me,” bold Samson says, 
as he slung his arm around her, 
“Liquor and wimmen and battle in one— 
at last, begad, I’ve found her!” 


He fit his way to the city gates and into 
junk he kicked ’em—- 

“Tf ye had any husbands in that crowd, 
my dear,” he says, “I’ve licked ’em! 

Battle and liquor and girls,” he says, “is 
my chief joy in life, 

And I got ’em rolled into one,” he says, 
“with a wildcat for a wife.” 
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I said it afore, and I say it again, that a 
feller orter pick— 

He orter pick two of them lovely things, 
and drop the third one quick! 

She pesters him and she jollies him and she 
makes his life a hell, 

Askin’ him how he got so stout and weepin’ 
when he won’t tell, 

Till one night when he was feelin’ tired and 
so liquored he didn’t care, 

“Be damned to a woman’s jaw,” he says, 
“my strength lays in my hair— 
Now stop your clackin’ and lemme sleep!” 

And when he had hit the hay 
She slipped her scissors out of her belt and 
snipped his strength away. 


There is liquor and wimmen and fightin’! 
What lovely things they be! 

But a simmilytaneous two is enough. No 
man can handle three. 

They blinded him and they chained him 
to a heethen’s temple front 

An’ suggested he pay his board and keep 
by doin’ a Strong Man stunt. 
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“Liquor and battle and girls,” he sighed, 
“them lovely times is through— 

I wisht I had been more religious-like and 
stuck to only two! 

Wimmen and liquor is gone for good, but 
we'll have one final row, 
For I wasn’t raised to work,” he says, 
“and damned if Ill start now!” 
With that he heaved an old-time heave, 
and the heethen temple bust, 

And more’n a thousand Philipsteens went 
garbling in the dust! 

“Oh, nobody never made me work,” he 
murmured as he died; 

“Battle and liquor and wimmen I lost, but 
still I kep’ my pride!” 


But how much better it would of been, I’m 
sartin you will agree, 

To stick to two of them lovely things! For 
who can handle three? 


PROTEST OF A YOUNG INTEL: 
LECTUAL 


Gop never plucks me by the sleeve 
And begs for my advice, 

And since He doesn’t all His works 
Leave me as cold as ice. 


The dust of all the vulgar moons 
And planets overhead 

Ts just the same inferior dirt 
I daily spurn and tread. 


Considering the soul I have, 
I think it quite unfair 

That all the air I get to breathe 
Is ordinary air! 


Considering the thoughts I think 
And state with every breath 
It’s odd my views have not been asked 
Concerning life and death. 
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Considering my brains, ’tis strange— 
(If it is nothing worse!) 

That God has not consulted me 
About the universe. 


Since God does naught but frown at me, 
I shall do more than frown! 

I’ll start a Pale Brown Magazine 
And shake the Cosmos down! 


SONG OF A THOUSAND YEARS 


I 


MerTuuseLaH ! 

Methuselah! 
When he hit three hundred years 

He was sort of feeble in his walk 
And gray around his ears. 

“T ain’t so spry in my j’ints,” says he, 
“And I’m kind o’ low in my mind, 

An’ my specs don’t fit no more,” says he, 
“An’ mebby I’m goin’ blind!” 


Methuselah! 

Methuselah! 
When he hit four hundred years 

He squeaked a little when he stepped; 
““An’ I’m deef,” says he, “In my ears; 

My teeth, they ain’t much good,” says 

he, 
q4 


“When he hit three hundred years” 


5 


Song of a Thousand Years 7 


‘And I never pick no fights. 
And I don’t care much for the gals,” 
says he, 
“And I’m always to home of nights.” 


Methuselah! 

Methuselah! 
When he hit five hundred years 

His eyes were gummed and glazed with 

rheum 

And the wax was hard in his ears, 

But he’d got a kind of a pride in himself 
Because he’d lived so long— 

“B’ gosh,” says he, “I am here b’ gosh! 
I am here, an’ I’m goin’ strong!” 


Methuselah! 

Methuselah! 
How much the mind will do! 

Before he had reached six hundred years 
He’d changed his point of view! 

“T sin’t so old for my age,” says he, 
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“TI swan, I’m feelin’ spry! 
And I’m gonna get me a couple of 
wives— 
At least ’m gonna try!” 


Methuselah! 

Methuselah! 
The Mind is more than Glands! 

The day that he reached six hundred 

years 

He walked upon his hands! 

“You hush that talk of age,” says he, 
“When I am strollin’ by— 

The first five hundred years is hard, 
But after that it’s pie!” 


vI 
Methuselah! 
Methuselah! 
He showed what Thought can do! 
The day they pinched him for bigamy, 
““Mebby,” says he, “‘it’s true! 
I’m seven hundred to-day,” says he, 
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“And youth must have its fling! 
I wouldn’t wonder I married them gals, 
Careless-like, last Spring!” 


VII 

Methuselah! 

Methuselah! 
He was a Grand Young Man! 

He took his life into his Mind 
For to lengthen out its span! 

He licked three cops the day that he 

reached 

Nine hundred years and one— 

“Fer what is the use o’ livin’,” says he, 
*°N else ye can have some fun?” 


VIIL 

Methuselah! 

Methuselah ! 
When he was in his prime 

The glandular theory hadn’t emerged 
In medicine or in rhyme. 

“Tt’s what ye thinks,” says Methuselah, 
“As regulates what ye be! 

An’ the way fer to live a thousand years 
Is to live, it is,” says he. 
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Methuselah! 

Methuselah! 
He never need have died, 

But a jealous husband bumped him off 
For flirting with his bride! 

“YT wisht that I’d lived for a thousand 

years,” 

He said as he expired, 

“Fer I was gittin’ along to the place 
Where I was much admired!” 


; x 
Methuselah! 

Methuselah! 
For him who understands 

The Moral is that the state of mind 
Matters more than Glands! 

And I hope you all live a thousand years 
And die as our hero died— 

That some jealous gink will bump you 

off 

For flirting with his bride! 


SKETCHES 


(From observations at luncheon in a New 
York hotel) 


A WRITER 


Cuacxk called the waiter by the man’s first 
name; 

The waiter answered . . . and cLAcK 
thought it Fame. 


A CERTAIN CRITIC ENTERS 


He comes! the tables whisper, rustle, stir; 

Waiters grow anxious, favourites stretch 
and purr. 

He sits! the reverent room relaxes then— 

The Age of Little Kings has come again! 


A CERTAIN PUBLISHER 


He’d play mzcenas if he could but find 
Someone to lend him Money and a Mind. 
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TWO STOUT CHARMERS 


O cLEOPATRA! O sEMIRAMIS! 
You loved Love once, but now Foop is 
your Bliss. 


ADVICE TO A JEALOUS ACTRESS 


Less thunder, Sweet, more lightning in 
your storm! 

Malice, to slay, must still have poise and 
form. 

True artists, Sweet, in such affairs as this, 

Drug with a smile and poison with a kiss. 


A WAG 


Observe sMIRKE caper, begging laughs 
from one— 
A thrust of silence and his day is done. 


A REPUTATION RUINS ITSELF 


For years we thought your reticence 
Concealed an arsenal of sense, 

And when at last you loosed a shaft, 

All laughed, all scorning all who laughed. 
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TO A HERMIONE 


While you still pay the bills, your Little 
Group 
Will still find cosmic flavours in the soup. 


TO A GOOD FELLOW 


We like you, HAWKER, and applaud that 
pun— 
As we for fifteen lenient years have done. 


A CELEBRITY 
Why do you wear that mien of modesty ?— 
You know we know you are not such as we! 


BEAUTIFUL POET 


They say you’re false, but little do I care! 
Why should a girl not change her mind or 
hair? 


TO ANOTHER LADY 


Men like the glitter of your jewelled wit— 
Even those who know where you have 
stolen it. 
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A HANDSOME ACTOR 


A TOUPEE may your outer baldness hide, 
But what are wigs when heads are bald in- 
side? 


A CRITIC 


In print or talk he still affects the ruth- 
less— 

With all the will to bite, his mind is tooth- 
less. 


OLD PALS MEET AT DINNER 


Can this be Mamie Riley? 
—For once I knew you well 
With your bold green eyes and your har- 
lot’s heart, 
Street-walkin’ out from hell. 


And I’ve been busy thinking, 
What would the old gang say 

To see us two at the party here 
Like actors in a play! 


Last place we met for dinner 
Was T-Bone Billy’s place, 

The night that Giuseppe slashed his girl 
Three times across her face. 


But now you dine from silver, 
There’s linen when you doss— 
I’ll say that it takes a clever moll 
To push that stuff across! 
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You always was the lady 
No matter what you did— 

And look at you now, the legal wife 
Of a Million Dollar Kid! 


I’ve turned a leaf, too, Mamie, 
I’m on the honest lay ; 

Bootlegging, my dear, like a gentleman— 
Turned straight and made it pay. 


You always was the lady, 
Careful about the drink, 

And here we sit with this bunch of swells— 
What would the old mob think! 


But some of them have lammistered, 
And some are safe in quod— 

And one of them he went to the Chair 
A-cursin’ you and God; 


And that was Big Dutch Hagen 
That croaked the little Wop 

For snitchin’ on you to the dicks when we 
Was lagged for peddlin’ hop. 


“Can this be Mamie Riley?” 
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I know you’re Mamie Riley— 
You’ve still that up-stage air, 
And I know that mole and I know that 
scar 
Under the edge of your hair; 


I wonder, Mamie Riley, 
Just how long you'll stick, 
With your harlot’s eyes and your careless 
heart 
And your blood that runs so quick? 


But here’s to you! Good hunting! 
Your game I will not queer— 
(But the loan now and then of a grand or 
two 
Would help a lot, my dear.) 


A PLEA FOR DISARMAMENT 


*T was a rollicking, frolicking Bull and he 
lived in a country town; 

And his mood was rough and ribald, this 
Bull of great renown— 

Oh, the rollicky, frolicky Bullock! The 


Bull of great renown! 


He was the bossiest Bullock that ever 
fetched a snort; 

When he bellowed it broke the windows, 
and war was his daily sport; 

Oh, the rollicksome Bull, he bellowed that 
trouble was his sport! 


*Twas the Big Behemoth Brothers that 
trouped it to and fro 
With the Mastodonic Marvels of their 
Great Gigantic Show— 
Oh, the Big Behemoth Brothers and their 
Great Gigantic Show! 
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*T was a ramping, ring-trained Rhino, and 
he was a cussed crank, 
He wiggled a wicked temper and he lived 
in a circus tank— 
Oh, the rampant, ringtum Rhino, he 
lived in a circus tank. 


The rollicky, frolicky Bullock ate rocks as 
well as grass 

To nourish his noble rages, and his bones 
were as strong as brass, 

Oh, the rollicking bullocky Bullock, his 
bones were made of brass! 


He stood on a little hillock, this Bullock 
of great renown, 

When the Big Behemoth Brothers paraded 
through the town— 

A pageant with pennons parading through 
the town! 


And he saw the Tusky Tiger a-screaming 
for its food, 

And there was the Horrible Hippo and it 
was sweating blood ; 

Its purple perspiration rolled down in 
globes of blood! 
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And he saw the Libyan Leopard, that 
Clawed Carnivorous Cat, 

And all the Poison Pythons so shiny, sleek 
and fat— 

The prize, pig-eating Pythons, so poison- 
ous, pink and fat! 


And the Clowns and the Cavaliers, they 
rode on the front and flank; 

And there was the ring-trained Rhino 
a-flouncing in his tank! 

The ramping Rinktum Rhino, a-flaunting 
in his tank! 


And the Bullock said to the Rhino: ‘‘What 
makes your mug so glum?” 

And the Rhino said to the Bullock: “Who 
spoke to you, you bum?” 

Oh, the ringtum, rangtum Rhino, he called 
the Bullock a bum! 


And the Bullock said to the Rhino: “You 
beat it out of town, 

Or Ill burst your warty proboscis! ’'m a 
Bullock of great renown! 

I’m a rollicky, bullocky Bull! A Bullock 


of great renown!” 
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And the Rhino said to the Bullock: “I will 
ruin your bleeding skull!” 

And the Rhino jumped from the tank 
and he mixed it with the Bull! 

Oh, the ramping, Ringtum Rhino and the 
rollicky, bullocky Bull! 


They met as if *twere engines propelled 
by steam and fire, 

For they were full of anger and they were 
full of ire— 

Oh, the rollicky, bullocky Bullock and the 
Rhino red with ire! 


They met as if *twere cyclones that leapt 
across the globe 

To grab each other’s innards and tear 
them lobe from lobe. 

Says the Rhino to the Bullock: “I'll rip 
you lobe from lobe!” 


They met as two volcanoes both bent on 
damage fell, 

Might butt each other, bursting, and 
scatter chunks of hell! 

Oh, the ramping Rinktum Rhino and the 
Bullock full of hell! 
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And all the gentle townsfolk, they were 
most sore afraid, 

And the Big Behemoth Brothers aban- 
doned their parade— 

For something seismic sizzled in the midst 
of their parade. 


Two cataclysms clashing in cosmic counter- 
point 

Are apt to wry the keyboard a little out 
of joint— 

Wagner sometimes wiggles the keyboard 
out of joint. 


But only roaring Wagner with his bleth- 
ering bellows full 

Could have sung the maelstrom music 
when the Rhino met the Bull— 

Oh, the ringtum, rangtum Rhino and the 
rollicky, bullocky Bull! 


They met as haughty meteors, all raging 
and head on— 

And presently the Rhino and the Bullock 
both were gone! 

The ringtum, rangtum Rhino and the 
Bullock both were gone. 
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Two vacuums they lay there, deleted, side 
by side. 

And it never need have happened but they 
both were full of pride! 

Full of beaniness and bluster, full of 
emptiness and pride! 


And you'll surely get my meaning, unless 
you’re very dull, 

Of the ringtum, rangtum Rhino and the 
rollicky, frollicky Bull! 

Oh, the rinktum, ranktum Rhino and the 
rollicky, bullocky Bull! 


KATZENJAMMER 


Turoucu my vast Head there beats a 
winged pain.... 

A blowing terror rushes through my mind; 

The burst and trample of a midnight wind 

Fills the black antres of my shaken 
brain.... 

Like puffs of fog before a winter rain 

The whirling ghosts are driven white and 
bind]. 

There is no cord that might my temples 
bind— 

O gods! my skull is Acheron again! 

I’m gonna have the Willies if I don’t 

Lay off this home-made hootch and find 
some stuff 

That wouldn’t eat a Cast-Iron Dog away! 

I’m gonna have the Willies if I won’t 

Learn what the Good Book says: Enough’s 
enough. 

—I’m gonna have the Willies anyway! 
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“Trish Discovered America, Maps in Vatican 
Prove.” —Headline. 
Tis certain they did. Cahill and O’Dowd 
Arrived here ahead of Columbus’s crowd; 
And Ryan, O’Brien, 
Dolan, McTurk, 
Grogarty, Fogarty, 
Nolan, and Burke; 
With Diarmid McDermott and Donovan 
Innis, 
And Dennis McManus and Seumas Mc- 
Guinnes, 
And Kerrigan, Corrigan, Hartigan, Gunn, 
Mulligan, Madigan, Dooley, and Dunne, 
Cohalon 
And Fallon 
And Mallon, 
McGahey, 
Mulcahey, 
And Fahey. 
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Finnegan, Flanagan, Lonergan, Quinn, 
Grogan and Hogan and Dugan and Glynn, 
McCafferty, Rafferty, Lafferty, Flynn, 
And Barry McGarry and Fingal O’Moore 
Were the first to set foot on America’s 
shore. 
Like the waves of the emerald ocean they 
came, 
Each of them bringing a rhyme with his 
name, 
For a musical kind of a breed was this 
same—— 
Murphy and Durfee, O’Boyle, 
Shevlin and Devlin and Doyle, 
They planted themselves in the soil. 
Phelan 
And Nelan, 
McGuire 
And O’ Toole, 
O’Donnell, 
O’Connell, 
Dwyer, 
And McCool. 
Padraic O’ Houlihan, Terence O’Dea, 
Callahan, Monahan, Sheedy O’Shea; 


“Arrived here ahead of Columbus’s crowd’ 
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And Sweeney 
And Meaney 
And Feeney 
And Heaney; 
Sheehan, Moriarty, McGeehan, 
Kelcey, M’Carty, and Meehan; 
Ratigan, Bratigan, Brady, and Byrne, 
O’Shaughnessy, Hennessy, Grady, Ahearn, 
And a thousand of musical Irishmen more, 
Was the next that set foot on America’s 
shore, 
And they lived out of doors till the wind 
and the weather 
Had turned their skins red; they was red 


altogether. 

And a thousand years later the Sassenach 
came 

And called ’em Red Injuns, bad cess to 
the same. 


Noonan and Moonan and Doonan, 
They wasn’t Red Injuns at all! 
And Brian O’Rourke that came hither 
from Cork, 
Cleary, O’Leary, and Neary, 
They wasn’t Red Injuns at all. 
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And the name of Red Injun, it stuck in 
the craw 
Of Conway, McTeague, and M’Graw, 

For they wasn’t Red Injuns at all! 

And they couldn’t be blamed for resentin’ 
that name— 

*Twas a Sassenach trick to call them the 
same, 

And a sample of Sassenach gall, 

For they wasn’t Red Injuns at all! 

And Toohey, McCooey, and Smiley, 

And Kiernan and Tiernan and Riley, 

They all was incensed very highly, 

For they wasn’t Red Injuns at all! 
McGarrity, Rorty, McGinty, O’Neill, 
Mulry, O’Malley, McSorley, O’Sheel, 
They felt all the rage they’d a right for 

to feel, 

For they wasn’t Red Injuns at all— 
As if livin’ outdoors in the weather and 

win’ 
Wouldn’t rust the complexion of anny- 
wan’s skin! 


Says Keenan to Carney, “Tell Rooney and 
Moonan, 
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Tell Graney, Mulvaney and Cooney and 
Doonan, 

Tell Navin and Slavin and Mooney and 
Noonan— 

Them Saxon bulcheens has insulted our 
race, 

And ’tis time they was kicked in the in- 
solent face!” 


*T was in siventeen hunder and sivinty-five 
That they rose ’gainst the Saxons and 
flayed ’em alive, 
On March siventeenth; and since then 
nevermore 
Has a Saxon set foot on America’s shore. 
And ever since then the land that they 
found 
They have ruled and possessed for their 
very own ground— 
Have Foley and Crowley 
And Braley and Denny, 
McMahon and M’Gann 
And Dailey and Kenny, 
And Malone and McGlone and Conlin and 
Clyne, 
Connolly, Donnelly, Donlin, Devine; 
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Derry, McGherry, Kerry, and Fay— 

If I had but the space I could chime them 
all day, 

For the names trip along in that musical 
way. 

Dooley, Gilhooley, Fagen, Mulray, 

Shanahan, Carnehan, Regan, McVeigh— 

Scanlon, O’Hanlon, Kelley, Mahoney, 

Carroll, O’Farrell, Skelly, Maloney, 

McGuffey, McDuffy, O’Dade, and 
O’Dowd, 

They got here ahead of Columbus’s crowd! 


THE OLD SOAK SINGS A SONG 


Wen I was young and into my prime, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 

A good drink cost you but a dime 

And a couple o’ snifters wasn’t no crime, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


When I sashayed along the street, 
To0o0-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 

A friend I frequent chanced for to meet, 

Walkin’ spraddly to stiddy his feet, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


An’ he’d guide me and I’d guide him, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 
We would navergate as neat and trim 
As the sailin’ yatches tack an’ swim, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 
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An’ fetch into harbour us two abreast, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 
And anchor at the bar and come to rest 
With a signal as said we was sore dis- 
tressed, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


We got no money an’ we got no chink, 
T’oo-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 
But anyhow, Al, you give us a drink, 
Or us pore ships is a gonna sink, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


This here feller is my best pal, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 
And a brother sticketh closer’n a gal, 
His name I fergits, but he’s o.k., Al, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


He ain’t got a cent in his darned old poke, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 
Fill ’em agin an’ pass us a smoke, 
An’ [ll pay you to-morrer ef I ain’t dead 
broke, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 
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It’s a darned hard world for them as fret, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 

Oncet I worried myself in a sweat, 

And I ain’t got rightly rested yet, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


My heart it breaks for them as toil, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 
But they orter quit diggin’ the innercent 
soil, 
If I strike rum to hell with oil. 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


My bosom it bleeds for the downtrod men, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 

That goes to bed tired an’ gits up again, 

An’ never has a pay as says, ““Say When!” 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


This country’s curse is work an’ the rich, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 
I wouldn’t be pals with such as sich, 
But fight ’em till I drops in the last dern 
ditch, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 
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It’s a darn hard world for serious folks, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 

They otto be learnt by us old soaks 

Only way to ease it is liquor an’ jokes, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


If I had my druthers I wouldn’t be a man, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 

But a gosh-darn butterfly, spick and span, 

Huntin’ for to find where the juice has ran, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


If I made worlds I’d leave out the fret, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 

Nothin’ to do but to set and set 

And think up thoughts and never sweat, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


When I was young and into my prime, 
Too-rol, too-rol, rumpity roo! 

Me an’ my pals had a sociable time, 

But a coupla snifters now is a crime, 
With a rumpty roddlety toddlety too! 


“They otto be learnt by us old soaks’ 
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I 


I HAVE such queer ideas 

That seize me all of a sudden.... 

Why should I tell a lady 

With whom I am scarcely acquainted 

That her eyes are like pickled onions, 

And burst into tears 

And embrace her, 

Explaining 

That I’m sentimental whenever 

I see pickled onions 

Because they always remind me 

Of the free-lunch counter 

In the oldtime barroom? 

She thoroughly misunderstood 

The nature of my intentions, 

And her fool of a burly husband 

Spent the third part of an hour 

Pretending his feet were steam engines 

And my spine was a railroad track. 
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I am a kindly, good-natured, 
Emotional, tender person, 

But maybe at times I am tactless.... 
I will have to quit drinking, 

Or something.... 


II 


The world is so often unable 

To comprehend how friendly motives 
Underlie impulsive behaviour! 

I went to the Simpkinses’ party 
With a hard-boiled shirt on my bosom, 
But the heart underneath was as soft 
As a one-minute egg.... 

“Excuse me,” I said to my hostess, 
“But that wen you are trying to cover 
Will never stay under 

That rat of false hair you pin over it... . 
The simplest way, Mrs. Simpkins, 
Is to cut the damned thing off 
And be done with it now, 

At once, and forever!” 

And with one deft circular stroke 
Of the carving knife I performed 
This operation of minor 
Importance 
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That a surgeon might have collected 

Five hundred dollars for doing... . 

Do you think that the Simpkinses 

Thanked me? 

Not they! 

They and their guests made remarks, 

While the police that they sent for 

Removed me! 

That made my eyes fill up with tears! 

I went away sobbing. 

I am candid and kindly and friendly, 

I am honest, sincere, and filled with the 
wish 

To be helpful, 

And yet for some reason 

I am not a social success... ., 

I will have to quit drinking, 

Or something.... 


Tit 


When the Perkinses showed me their baby 
Why did I happen to think 

Of all this gland stuff in the papers 
And make some inconsequent murmur 
About monkey farms? 

And why must I poke a lead pencil 
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Against the soles of its feet 

And exclaim when the infant grasped it? 
My intentions were purely 

Scientific, 

My mood was quite philosophic, 

But the Perkinses somehow acquired 
The strange and erroneous notion 
That they and their infant 

Were grossly insulted.... 

And when I realized that I remarked 
With a most amiable smile: 

“Cheer up! Maybe the second one 
Will look all right!” 

Why don’t I learn 

To cultivate reticence? 

I will have to quit drinking, 

Or something... . 


IV 


And there was the scene 

That I made 

At the wedding last week... . 

The minister asked 

If anyone present 

Knew any reason why the marriage 
Should not go on.... 
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“Yes!” I said, “I do!” 

—There was a buzz in the church, 
And the bride fainted, 

And the bridegroom turned pale... . 
“Well,” said the minister, 
Recovering himself, 

“What is the reason?” 

—‘Sir,” I replied, 

“TI don’t like to discuss it before 
All these people.” 

The only thing in my mind was 

The reflection that marriages 

Are so often failures nowadays.... 
I had fallen into a kind of muse, 
Debating the whole marriage 
Problem in my mind... . 

When the preacher roused me. 

But nobody believed my explanation, 
And people are still asking me 
What it is I know... 

I will have to quit drinking, 

Or something. ... 


THE DOG 


And this is the way that the Dog 
With his moist and tender nose, 

Became Man’s friend and shadow 
And the foeman of Man’s foes. 


When Adam quitted the Garden, 
Along with his buxom wife, 

For to delve and swink and swither 
And earn his way in life, 

The Animals sidled about him 
To grunt and whine good-bye— 

But little enough their grief was, 
However they piped the eye! 


A tear from the rhino trickled, 
But he did not really care. 
The hippo mumbled politely, 
Grumbled the hypocrite bear ; 
One hump of the camel quivered 
As a chin that shakes with grief, 
But his other hump was perky 
Like it really felt relief. 
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The walrus snivelled dankly 
In a quite perfunctory way, 
And the bull was patently anxious 
To get back to his hay; 
And the porcupine and narwhal, 
The wallaby and giraffe, 
Parodied sorrow so broadly 
They made the penguin laugh. 


An Angel stood by the gateway, 
Twirling a sword of flame, 

All ready to pink intruders, 
Whencesoever they came— 

(And many’s the bravo Fancy, 
Swash-buckling out of hell, 

He has tickled through the baldric 
And made the braggart yell; 

From many a ruffling vision 
That swaggered up in mirth 

He has clipped the ruddy coxcomb 
And swinged him back to Earth!) 


“Which of you brutes so mournful,” 
The watching Angel said, 

‘Will follow the Man from Eden 
To toil for daily bread? 
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And which of you beasts so tearful 
Will give him more than tears, 
Faithful to his footsteps 
Through all his outcast years? 
Come forward,” said the Angel, 
‘““Before the barriers close, 
You friend of all his friendships 
And foeman of his foes!” 


The sly little seal, he sniggered, 
Chuckled the kangaroo, 

The chimpanzee pulled a razzberrie 
And winked at the cockatoo, 

His thumb on his proboscis 
The mangy ape did place, 

And flickered his ribald digits 
Right in Adam’s face. 

And they shuffled and lurched and 

ambled, 

Each to his separate den— 

And that was the honest measure 
Of what they felt for men! 


The Angel smiled in knowledge, 
He permitted himself a tear, 
And if he weren’t an Angel 
I'd say that he sneered a sneer— 


wih 


“And his soul was in his nose—’”’ 
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(They see so much, these Angels, 
As they ramble here and there, 

That we must try and forgive them 
If now and again they wear 

That manner of sad amusement, 
That faintly cynical air.) 


But a pup there was that lingered 
In most abject unease; 
He lay too broken-hearted 
Even to bite his fleas. 
His tail swished desolation, 
And its swish was his only sound; 
A splay-foot pup with a belly 
That grieved along the ground ; 
His ears were dragging cypress 
And his eyes were love profound! 


He looked not at the Angel, 
But of a sudden he rose 

And he ran and nuzzled Adam, 
And his soul was in his nose— 

And he scampered out of the Garden 
Before the gates could close, 

The friend of all our friendships 
And the foeman of our foes! 
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BALLADS OF PROHIBITION 
I 


MRS. SWARTZ 


“WHEELING, W. Va.—Prohibition agents 
who surprised Mrs. Mike Swartz, of Boggs 
Run, while she was operating a still to-day, 
heeded the pleas of her nine children and 
refused to arrest her. Mike Swartz, her hus- 
band, is in a Federal prison for robbing a 
freight car.’—News story. 


I 


Tue Prohibition agents came 
Unto a cabin door, 

Nine angel children played their games 
And romped upon the floor; 

The agents laid a burly hand 
On Mother’s hair so gray, 

For making hootch, you understand, 
And all the Tots did say: 


Cuoruws: 
“Oh, do not take our Mother’s still, 
for she ts old and worn, 
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What will she do if she can’t make 
the moonshine from the corn? 

Oh, do not lock our Mother up! 
What will become of we 

Without the hootch we learned to drink 
at dear old Mother’s knee?” 


II 


The Prohibition agents then 
Felt tears fall down their cheek, 

At heart they were not wicked men, 
Oh, they were only weak! 

And both removed their burly hands 
From Mother’s hair so gray ; 

They felt remorse, you understand, 
And to the Tots did say: 


CHOoRUs: 

We will not take your Mother’s still, 
for she is old and worn! 

What will she do if she can’t make 
the moonshine from the corn? 

We will not lock your Mother up. 
What would become of thee 

Without the hootch thow learned to 
‘drink at dear old Mother’s knee?” 
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Itt 


The eldest daughter thanked them then, 
A maid of sweet sixteen, 

Who had not often spoke to men, 
She was a little queen. 

She smiled at them above her tears, 
So fairylike and gay, 

And said, “T’ll thank you all my years, 
Because you just did say: 


Cuorvs: 
We will not take your Mother’s still, etc. 


IV 


The youngest agent spoke to her: 
“You look so sweet and pure! 

What man would be so low a cur 
As think you to injure? 

I offer you on bended knee 
All of my manly love!” 

An Angel Voice that sang in glee 
Came to them from Above: 


CHORUS: 
“They will not take the Mother’s still,” 
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WV: 


Just then a lusty shout was heard 
Outside the cabin door, 

A clean-shaved man with coat all furred 
Came riding in a Ford. 

It was their Father, who’d escaped 
From jail that very day, 

And kneeling down among them prayed 
While all of them did say: 


Cuorws: 

“They have not took the Mother’s still, 
for she is old and worn! 

What could she do if she don’t make 
the moonshine from the corn? 

They have not locked the Mother up! 
What would become of thee 

Without the hootch thou learned to 

drink 

At dear old Mother’s knee?” 


II 


JACK DUNNING 
I 


Jack Dunnine was a barkeep bold, 
The goods he dealt were wet, 
And often as the rum he sold 
He smoked a cigarette; 
And from his Mother he did keep 
On Saturday his pay; 
His hard heart often made her weep, 
And she to him did say: 


CHoRUS: 

Remember, Jack, the lessons learned be- 
side your Mother’s knee! 

Tis cigarettes that make you hold your 
wages back from me! 

If you would cease from selling rum, 
some other job to get 

Your wicked heart would be reformed 
and hate the cigarette! 
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II 


Her words so angered him he took 
The shovel where it lay 

And like a demon then he struck 
Her head so old and gray; 

His Baby Sister cried, “‘No gent, 
However he sells rum, 

Upon her would a shovel bent 


And broken up our home!” [Cuorvs. } 


Tit 


He only twisted his moustache, 
And laughed to hear her cry, 

And from his cigarette an ash 
Fell in her loving eye. 

She kissed him, but he sneered at her, 
Her failing sight was dim; 

Her patient look would sometimes blur 
As she did say to him: [Cuorus. } 


UN, 


As by her sick-bed he would set 
To mock and jeer her fate, 

And smoke his wicked cigarette, 
One afternoon quite late 


“And often as the rum he sold” 
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The wind blew on the window sill 
A Prohibition tract; 

He read and said: “I have done ill, 
I do repent my act!” [Cuorvs. ] 


Vv 


The Prohibition law was passed, 
And soon he went to buy 

His mother a new eye of glass 
On his reform to spy. 

He ceased tobacco, ceased from rum, 
His wages brings each week, 

And now they have the ideal home, 
And he to all does speak: 


Cuorvs: 

I have remembered all the lessons 
learned beside her knee! 

No cigarettes can make me hold my 
wages back from she! 

And I have ceased from selling rum, 
some other job to get! 

My wicked heart has been reformed and 
hates the cigarette! 


III 


FATHER’S MOUSTACHE 
I 


FatHEr’s moustache used to wedge 
Itself into his gin, 

It faded grew along the edge 
For it was steeped in Sin. 

Mother wept, “It once was black 
Upon our Bridal Day! 

Temp’rance will bring its colour back 
And she to him did say: 


199 


CuHorvs: 
“When I to you was wed, you were so 
sober, Jack! 
Your moustache it was curled, you dyed 
it glossy black! 
But now you never dye tt for your old 
sweetheart’s sake, 
Oh, keep it from the gin glass or else 
my heart will break!” 
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II 


Father sucked the beads of foam 
His moustache hairs from off, 
The noise this made about the home 

Made Baby Sister laugh; 
And then she kneeled beside his knee 
And said, “It has turned gray! 
Oh, promise Temperance to me, 
For I to you do say: 


CuHorvs: 

“When you and Ma was wed, you was 
so sober, Dad! 

Your moustache it did curl, you dyed 
it black and glad! 

But now you never dye it for Babe nor 
Mother’s sake! 

Oh, keep it from the gin glass or else 
my heart will break!” 


iit 


Father turned upon the Tot 
When she this boon did ask, 

And struck her on a vital spot 
With a wicked whisky flask. 
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But when the blood that flowed he saw 
Remorse on him did prey, 

And thinking of the Temperance law, 
Her funeral at, did say: 


Cuorvus: 

“When I her Mother wed I was a sober 
Jack! 

My moustache it was curled, I dyed tt 
glossy black! 

I wish I'd kept tt dyed for Babe and 
Mother’s sake, 

And kept it from the gin glass for now 
my heart will break!” 


IV 


The Preacher then to him stepped up 
And said, “Oh, read the news! 
The law’s in force that liquor cup 
Shall never more be used! 
Prohibition now is here, 
And now reform you may!” 
But still the Mother shed a tear, 
And to them all did say: [Cuorvs, as at 


first.] 
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Vv 


Then Father said, “I think I hear 
An Angel Voice from Heaven! 

It is my Child with golden hair, 
Whose age was scarcely seven! 

I promise her I will reform, 
And Temp’rance law obey! 

No gin shall mar my manly form 
And I to all do say: 


Cuorvs: 

“Just as when newly wed, I'll be a sober 
Jack! 

My moustache I will curl and dye it 
glossy black! 

Ill dye it for my Angel and for her 
Mother’s sake, 

For Prohibition’s come and no more 
hearts will break!” 


IV 


A LITTLE MAIDEN 


A LITTLE maiden lisped to me, while tears 
ran down her cheeks, 
“I wish that Rum would come again! 
Our Home has grown so sad! 
Poor Mother sobs the livelong day; she 
hardly ever speaks— 
I wish that Rum would come again, and 
brighten up our Dad! 


“He used to stagger home at dusk all 
lighted up with joy— 
What glee and laughter filled the house 
when Dad brought home his bun! 
We children clambered to his knees and 
each one claimed a toy, 
And Mother mixed the dinner drinks 
and joined us in our fun. 
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“But now he only brings to us a deep 
drab-coloured grouch, 
And scowls upon the dinner plates and 
quarrels about his food— 
The only word that Mother’s said in forty 
days is “Ouch!” 
I wish that Rum would come again to 
make him sweet and good! 


“We children used to welcome him and 
fling the chairs about, 
And dance upon the table top, and Dad 
was never mean; 
And Mother poured herself a ball and 
joined the merry rout, 
And slipped the laughing record in the 
phonograph machine. 


“But now he swears at us and spanks if 
we should laugh too loud; 
Last night he beaned the baby and he 
smote me on the dome! 
I wish that Rum was here again to lift our 
household cloud! 
Come back, come back to us, O Rum; 
Restore our happy home!” 


Vv 


A RICH BOOTLEGGER 
I 


Ir was a rich bootlegger 
Regretted ere he died 
That he’d been selling liquor 
To all hands far and wide; 
For Prohibition agents 
On him did pounce to slay, 
And to his aged parents 
The dying man did say: 


CuHorRws: 

“Oh, curses on your old gray heads that 
brought me to this pass! 

It was at home I learned to fill and taste 
the fatal glass! 

When I was but a little tot I seen you 
drinking Rwm. 

Oh, curses on your old gray heads, Pll 
miss my heavenly home!” 
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II 


His mother turned quite ghastly 
While down her cheeks did run 
The tears she hated vastly 
To shed above her son. 
In spite of all his curses, 
She kissed his dying cheek, 
Her teardrops left their traces 
As she to him did speak: 


CuHorus: 

“Oh, curse you not our old gray heads 
that brought you to this pass, 

Although at home you learned to fill 
and taste the fatal glass! 

When you was but a little tot you seen 
us drinking Rum; 

But curse you not our old gray heads, 
and seek your heavenly home!” 


Il 


The dying demon hissed her 
And rose from the bedclothes, 

Pretending that he kissed her 
Bit off her aged nose; 
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It was a demon’s action 
Not done in friendly play, 
He showed no great affection 
For her as he did say: 


CHorvs: 
“Oh, curses on your old gray heads,” etc. 


IV 


His sweet unmarried daughter 
Had seen the act and deed, 
She cried, “Oh, darling father, 
You’ve made dear Grandma bleed! 
You slew my Angeled Mother 
In just that careless way, 
Now her and many others 
Look down on earth to say: 


Cuorws: 
“Oh, curse you not their old gray 
heads,” etc. 


Vi 


The dying man he listened 
And heard the angel voices, 
Repenting then he hastened 
To take back all his curses. | 
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He bid the doctor pick up 
The nose and it replace, 
And said without a hiccough, 
“Oh, fix her loving face! 


CHORUS: 
“T will curse not your old gray heads 
that brought me to this pass, 
Although at home,” etc. 


VI 


The Prohibition agent 
Beside the bed did stand, 
The slowly dying parent 
Now took him by the hand 
And said, ““No more we’ll quarrel! 
I am reformed and mild! 
I want a man that’s moral 


To wed my darling child! 


Cuorws: 
“T will not curse their old gray heads, 
etc. 


99 


vil 


And then the sky did open 
And angel voices fell 
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All singing as a token 

That all at last was well, 
The Angeled Mother joining 

The daughter blithe and gay, 
The Agent also singing, 

And all of them did say: 


CHorws: 
“He curses not the old gray heads that 
brought him to this pass 
. Although at home he learned to fill and 
taste the fatal glass! 
When he was but a little tot he seen them 
drinking Rum; 
But he'll forgive their old gray heads 
here in his heavenly home!” 


NOAH AN’ JONAH 
AN’ CAP’N JOHN SMITH 


Noau an’ Jonah an’ Cap’n John Smith, 

Mariners, travellers, magazines of myth, 

Settin’ up in heaven, chewin’ and a-chawin’, 

Eatin’ their terbaccy, talkin’ and a-jawin’; 

Settin’ by a crick, spittin’ in the worter, 

Talkin’ tall an’ tactless, as saints hadn’t 
orter, 

Lollin’ in the shade, baitin’ hooks and 
anglin’, 

Occasionally friendly, occasionally 
wranglin’. 


Noah took his halo from his old bald head 

An’ swatted of a hoppergrass an’ knocked 
it dead, 

An’ he baited of his hook, an’ he spoke an’ 
said: 

“When I was the Skipper of the tight leetle 
Ark 

I useter fish fer porpus, useter fish fer 
shark, 
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Often I have ketched in a single hour on 
Monday 

Sharks enough to feed the fambly till 
Sunday— 

To feed all the sarpints, the tigers an’ 
donkeys, 

To feed all the zebras, the insects an’ 
monkeys, 

To feed all the varmints, bears an’ goril- 
lars, 

To feed all the camels, cats an’ armadillers, 

To give all the pelicans stews for their 
gizzards, 

To feed all the owls an’ catamounts an’ 
lizards, : 

To feed all the humans, their babies an’ 
their nusses, 

To feed all the houn’ dawgs an’ hippo- 
potamusses, 

To feed all the oxens, feed all the asses, 

Feed all the bisons an’ leetle hopper- 
grasses— 

Always I ketched, in half a hour on Mon- 
day, 

All that the fambly could gormandize till 
Sunday!” 
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Jonah took his harp, to strum and to 
string her, 

An’ Cap’n John Smith teched his nose 
with his finger. 

Cap’n John Smith, he hemmed some an’ 
hawed some, 

An’ he bit off a chaw, an’ he chewed some 
and chawed some :— 

“When I was to China, when I was to 
Guinea, 

When I was to Java, an’ also in Ver- 
ginney, 

I teached all the natives how to be am- 
bitious, 

I learned ’em my trick of ketchin’ devil- 
fishes. 

I’ve fitten tigers, I’ve fitten bears, 

I have fitten sarpints an’ wolves in their 
lairs, 

I have fit with wild men an’ hippo- 
potamusses, 

But the perilousest varmints is the bloody 
octopusses ! 

I’d rub my forehead with phosphorescent 
light 
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An’ plunge into the ocean an’ seek ’em out 
at night! 

I ketched ’em in grottoes. I ketched ’em in 
caves, 

I used fer to strangle ’em underneath the 
waves ! 

When they seen the bright light blazin’ 
on my forehead 

They used ter rush at me, screaming 
something horrid! 

Tentacles wavin’, teeth white an’ gnashin’, 

Hollerin’ an’ bellerin’, wallerin’ an’ 
splashin’! 

I useter grab ’em as they rushed from their 
grots, 

Ketch all their legs an’ tie ’em into knots!” 


Noah looked at Jonah, an’ said not a 
word, 

But if winks made noises, a wink had been 
heard. 

Jonah took the hook from a mudcat’s 
middle 

An’ strummed on the strings of his 
hallelujah fiddle ; 
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Jonah give his whiskers a backhand wipe 

An’ cut some plug terbaccer an’ crammed 
it in his pipe! 

—(Noah an’ Jonah an’ Cap’n John Smith, 

Fisherman an’ travellers, narreratin’ myth, 

Settin’ up in heaven all eternity, 

Fishin’ in the shade, contented as could 
be! 

Spittin’ their terbaccer in the little shaded 
creek, 

Stoppin of their yarns fer ter hear the 
ripples speak! 

I hope fer heaven, when I think of this— 

You folks bound hellward, a lot of fun 
you'll miss!) 

Jonah, he decapitates that mudcat’s head, 

An’ gets his pipe ter drawin’; an’ this is 
what he said: 

‘““Excuse me ef your stories don’t excite me 
much! 

Excuse me ef I seldom agitate fer such! 

Yow think yer fishermen! I won’t argue 
none! 

I won’t even tell yer the half o’ what I 
done! 

You has careers dangerous an’ checkered! 

All as I will say is: Go and read my record! 
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You think yer fishermen! You think yer 
great! 

All I asks is this: Has one of ye been batt? 

Cap’n Noah, Cap’n John, I heerd when ye 
hollered ; 

What I asks is this: Has one of ye been 
swallered? 

It’s mighty purty fishin’ with little hooks 
an reels, 

It’s mighty easy fishin’ with little rods an’ 
creels, 

It’s mighty pleasant ketchin’ mudcats fer 
yer dinners, 

But this here is my challenge fer saints an’ 
fer sinners, 

Which one of ye has v’yaged in a varmint’s 
inners? 

When I seen a big fish, tough as Methoos- 
lum, 

I used for to dive into his oozly-goozlum! 

When [I seen the strong fish, wallopin’ like 
a lummicks, 

I useter foller ’em, dive into their stum- 
micks! 

I could v’yage an’ steer ’em, I could under- 
stand ’em, 
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I useter navigate ’em, I useter land ’em! 

Don’t you pester me with any more nar- 
ration! 

Go git famous! Git a reputation!” 

—Cap’n John he grinned his hat brim 
beneath, 

Clicked his tongue of silver on his golden 
teeth: 

Noah an’ Jonah an’ Cap’n John Smith, 

Strummin’ golden harps, narreratin’ myth! 

Settin’ by the shallows forever an’ forever, 

Swappin’ yarns an’ fishin’ in a little river! 
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